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An Evening Party - With Fangs 


Kiiirrrkkk! Are you ready? What the fuck are you doing in there? .. Oh, fuck! .. FUCK! It's always the same. You 
never get ready in time ... KIRK! KIIIRRKK!" 


Lars gritted his teeth, pacing up and down the bedroom and getting furious more and more. 


"Baby, don't you yell at me like this, PLEASE". 
Kirk the vampire had opened up the door to his bathroom, gazing at Lars in deep disgust. 


"| always can hear you very clearly, darling. My hearing is very, very sensitive as you know .. No need to 


shout at me." 


Lars was near exploding. 
"What, the fuck, are you doing there inside, fucker? We have to go! Do you wanna be late? .. What should your 
noble father think of you if you will be late? I'm pretty sure he may regret to have got you his vampire-son, 


and he will correct his fault in a split second by using his favourite antique stake". 
"You are S0 MEAN!" 


The stomping of a foot inside the bathroom was to be heard, also the sound of the cracking of some of the 
expensive tiles on the bathroom’s floor. 

Kirk still hadn't got it that he would ruin the whole interior of his house if he wouldn't have learned to hold 
back his vampire's strengths. 

In the interim the craftsmen in San Francisco made a shitload of money because every five minutes another 


one of them had to hit the house to save what could be saved. 


They now had organized an extra first-aid system, called "The Master's Rescue Service" to make sure that a 


rescue action could get started immediately, if necessary, without losing time. 


Lars continuously bitched about the astronomic costs of Kirk's extravagancy, and Kirk always furiously 


shouted back at him that HE had to pay the bills, not fucking Lars, and not fucking METALLICA. 

Now, he left his bathroom, finally, still tugging and fingering at his long dark curls, trying to arrange them as 
good as possible. 

Lars rolled his eyes. 


"Are you ready, now?" he asked, sighing. 


"Sure, I'm very ready". Kirk gave him his puppy-dog-look and pouted. "But do you know how difficult it is to get 


yourself a pretty boy without having a mirror image?" 


‘Oh, my god!" Lars groaned. "You should have thought about that fact before you got your ass a vampire's 


ass, fucker." 
"You are SO MEAN!" Kirk's voice had got the whiny tone that Lars hated so much. 
Now, he just shrugged. 


"Whatever". 


Williams, the butler, already waited downstairs in the large hall of the house, with Kirk's full-length evening 
cape ready to lay it around the shoulders of his master. 
A vampire of noble blood HAD to wear a full-length cape to his evening suit. 


Kirk had a row of them - all in black, but with different linings. There were linings of deep red, of violet and 


purple, also of black silk or black satin, and some white, too. 


Also, he owned a cape with the METALLICA-logo on the left front side and "Nothing Else Matters” in elegantly 
grey coloured letters on the back. 

And - James hadn't been able to hold himself back - a cape with the Scary Guy on the back, surrounded by 
ugly monsters with awful bloody fangs, above this nice scene the words “Enter Sandman" and "Kill ‘Em All". 

To enhance the effect everything was designed with Svarowski crystals, so everybody HAD to take notice of 
the cape. 


Kirk loved it. 


For this evening Kirk had chosen a cape with black lining because he thought it would enhance his good looks. 
Lars hadn't said anything. He didn't want to get a lection in vampire's fashions again. 


On their way to the Congress Center, where the meeting of all these noble vampires would have been held, 
Kirk constantly tugged at his hair and his suit and his cape, stared at his fingernails to make sure that they 
looked perfect, and made Lars mad by asking him if his fangs were clean enough, or if his eyeliner or his 


mascara was, maybe, smudged. 


"FUCK IT!" Lars hissed after a while, staring daggers at Kirk "You look GOOD. As always. If you don't shut up 
now, fucker, I'll kill you!" 


Kirk gave him a beautiful smile, showing off his fangs. 
"Oh, really, darling? You sure?" 


Lars gave a groan. 
He knew he wouldn't have been fast enough to get Kirk a nice pile of vampire's ashes. But he always had a 
wooden stake with him, usually in a fixture round his left lower arm or his lower leg, and he still wore the 


silvery cross pendant. 
Kirk was very disgusted about Lars’ constant rejections of his romantic advances. 
Lars still gave him the cold shoulder, letting him know that he never had sex with a corpse in the past - and 


that he never wanted to just think about fucking a corpse now. 


Kirk could have raped him, whenever or wherever he wanted to do so. 


Lars knew it, Kirk knew, too. 


But Kirk had made clear to Lars that he wouldn't do anything like this. He wanted to get Lars as a lover, not as 


a victim. 


And it wasn't easy for Lars to stop Kirk dead every time he made a pass at him. Kirk looked so good - 
beautiful and sexy and young. 


Lars dreamed about burying his face into this wild mane of dark curls. 


He sighed as he shot a glance at Kirk. 
Kirk smiled charmingly at him. 
The next moment Lars felt Kirk's hand on the inside of his left thigh, and a split second later Kirk had slipped 


his fingers beneath the waistband of Lars’ evening suit to stroke his hard-on 


Lars moaned and his head fell back to the nape of his neck. Those fingers on his cock felt so good. 

He had thought that a vampire would always have felt very cold - like a corpse. But to the contrary, these 
fuckers seemed to have a special technique to hide this fact if they wanted to be with a still living person, 
especially if they planned to have sex. 


Lars now realized what was going on and shrieked, trying to bat away Kirk's hand and arm in frenzy. 


"Stop that, fucker! IMMEDIATELY! Are you outta your mind? Your vampire's brain must be completely fucked 


up. We will arrive at the Congress Center every minute now!" 
Kirk pouted and looked at Lars with his biggest, saddest, darkest eyes ever. 
"You are SO CRUEL, baby", he wailed. "I just wanted to get you a little relaxed, darling. That's all". 


"OH, MY GOD" Lars groaned and covered up his face with his hands. "What have | done to deserve this?" 


The Rolls Royce smoothly came to a stop in front of the red carpet to the front door of the Congress Center. 
Kirk's chauffeur, Orwell Finnegan Ill, already off the limousine to open up the left backseat car door for his 
master. 

Kirk elegantly got off the Rolls and busied himself in properly rearranging his cape. 

Lars left the car, too, sighing and rolling his eyes. 


He gave Finnegan, who wore white gloves to his chauffeur's livree, as usual, a friendly nod. 


"lIl call you when the diva wants to get back home to do his little young-master's-nappie-nap in his cosy, cosy 
coffin in his cosy, cosy crypt", he said with a grin. 

Finnegan grinned back. 

‘| HEARD THAT!" Kirk furiously yelled. 

Lars giggled. "Oh, darling, don't you yell at me, PLEASE. My hearing is very sensitive, too." 


Kirk hissed. 


Then he realized all the other vampires on the red carpet, looking at him in arrogant disgust. 


He lifted his chin and cleared his throat. 


"Well, would you be so nice to escort me inside the Center, my dear", he asked in a very snobbish tone. 


Lars was overwhelmed - Totally overwhelmed by the sight of vampire, vampire, another vampire, and another 
vampire, and another one - Vampires all around them. 

He was shocked. He had never thought that there might be so many vampires in San Francisco. 

A lot of those vampires - female or male - had brought their still living partners. 

For the living persons would have been prepared a cold and hot buffet. The vampires were supposed to have 


some red whine - mixed up with blood - and finger food, made by vampire's cooking artists. 


Mrs. Abercrombie had been asked - very kindly, as usual - by Count Dracula, Kirk's noble father, to prepare 


some of her delicious pralines for the event, and Mrs. Abercrombie had been deeply honoured - also, as usual. 


"Oh fuck", Lars murmured, looking around. "Have you seen all the fuckers with those fangs? FUCK!" 
Instinctively he grabbed Kirk's arm. 


Kirk smiled and patted Lars' hand. 


"Yes, darling, | have noticed them. Very nice people, as it looks like". 
"You crazy, or what?" 


Lars stared at Kirk who smiled at him, showing off his fangs. 


Lars jumped and tried to get his hand off Kirk's arm in frenzy. But Kirk held him with a steely grip. 
"Shit! .. Let me gol" Lars hissed, and tried again to free his hand. 


But at this moment a very tall and distinguished looking figure in a full-length cape with dark red lining 
approached them. 


Lars froze in shock. 


Draculal 


The Count slightly lifted the left corner of his delicately shaped mouth, and the look of his dark eyes had a 
hypnotizing effect on Lars. 


He stared open-mouthed at Dracula. 


"What a pleasure to meet you again so soon, Mr. Ulrich", the Count said, his voice very smooth. "I hope you 


are well". 

Lars just gave a croaking sound but wasn't able to say a word. 

Dracula smiled at him. 

"I am so glad that you seem to be well. How nice. And its such a pleasure to see you beside my dear son". 
He slightly turned his head and looked at Kirk 

"My dear Kirk - | am glad to see you so well, too .. Is everything - especially my arrangement with your 
personnel - to your satisfaction?" 


Kirk had stared at him open-mouthed, too. 


But then he got it that he had to answer, so he hoarsely said: "Oh, yes .. yes. Very well .. Very well, indeed. 
Yes. Everything is perfect. Really perfect. Thank you so much, ah .. my dear father". 


Dracula smiled again and patted Kirk's cheek 


"You are welcome, my dear son". 


"Hell, I'm BORED! Completely bored!" 


These words came from the guy who stood beside Dracula, a good looking, tall and dark-haired vampire, pretty 
young, if this could be said about a vampire. 


Dracula sighed. 
"Would you, PLEASE, try to behave yourself just for this one time, my dear Aristide", he asked in a very 
disgusted tone. 


The young vampire just rolled his eyes. 


Dracula looked at Kirk and Lars and said: "| beg your pardon, gentlemen. May | introduce to you my grand- 
nephew, Aristide de Jourdain .. He seems to be a little crabby tonight". 


He turned his head to look at Aristide. "But | am sure that my beloved grand-nephew will remember his 
manners on the spot to please his grand-uncle, isn't that right, my dear Aristide?" 


Aristide slightly jumped, staring at his grand-uncle. "Yes .. yes, as you wish .. Absolutely! Sure". 


"| knew it", Dracula said and smiled, patting Aristide's cheek, too. 


Aristide straightened and was in control of his composure, again, and now he arrogantly eyed Kirk up and down 


with glowing dark eyes. 

Kirk hissed. 

Aristide smiled. 

"I don't like you", Kirk hissed again. 

"Oh, PLEASE, don't you hurt my feelings like this, my dear", Aristide dramatically said. 


He turned to face Dracula, raising a brow. 


"The little fucker isn't even a wizard! .. Why have you chosen him? HE ISN'T EVEN A WIZARD!" 

"SHUT UP, Aristide!" Dracula sharply hissed at him. 

Aristide jumped and backed off a little, cautiously watching his grand-uncle. 

Dracula closed his eyes for a moment to regain control about his composure. 

Lars tried to hide himself behind Kirk's back because he was in fear that the vampires would got to slaughter 
up themselves. 


It wouldn't have been such a bad idea, by the way. 


The Count opened up his dark and now intensely glowing eyes and looked at Aristide. 


"My dear, Aristide - not every vampire could be a wizard, too. Well, you are a wizard. Fine. But | really don't 
know why your dear father had the bad idea to chose you as his son and has given the noble blood of the 
Dracula's to an such an unworthy and nothing-for-good-existing subject like you". 

"But .. but, uncle .." Aristide stammered. 

"I've said you should shut up", Dracula said. 


Aristide risked no answer, staring at the Count. 


"Fine. Now, you have to know that Kirk Hammett is a famous guitar player. He is playing the lead guitar in a 
certain Heavy Metal band named METALLICA". 


"Ah?" Aristide eyed Kirk again, a little friendlier. "Really? How fascinating’. 
"And this is his partner, Mr. Lars Ulrich, drummer of said band". 


Dracula elegantly waved his hand in the general direction of Kirk's back where Lars had cramped his fingers 


into the fabric of the black cape, just risking a look over Kirk's right shoulder. 


"| am pleased to meet you, Mr ... ah Ulrich", Aristide said, very blasé. "Do you make a little money with this .. 
ah, this .. band? Or is it just a .. hobby?" 


Lars wasn't able to stand it any longer. 
He roughly shoved Kirk aside and stared daggers at Aristide, his green eyes furious, fists balled, his face 
getting red. 


"Tell you what, FUCKER! This fucking band makes more fucking money you might have seen in all your fucking 
vampire's life- or death-time. Whatever. FUCK! You are fucking speaking to fucking Lars Ulrich, asshole, and 
you better watch your fucking back, fucker, because NO ONE - | repeat: NO ONE - dares to speak to fucking 


Lars Ulrich in such a fucking impertinent tone .." 


He was stopped dead by Kirk who had touched his shoulder. 


Lars abruptly turned his head to glare at his former lover in rage. 
"WHAT IS IT?" 


"Look over - there", Kirk just whispered, pointing with his forefinger. "There - to the front of the stairway .. 
Oh, we are DOOMED!" 


Lars narrowed his eyes to get a clear look then he started to grin like the Chesire's cat. 


"This will be fun", he said, sounding very satisfied. 
In front of the large stairway was Jason - very good looking in his evening suit - occupied by chatting 
animatedly with a tall and deathly pale female vampire. 


James, also wearing an evening suit and looking very good, stood closely beside Jason, suspiciously glancing at all 


the vampires, slightly alarmed. 


Part Il 
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An Evening Party - With Fangs 
Part Il 


Jason seemed to sense Kirk's and Lars' stares at him because he turned his head all of a sudden to look at 


them. 
Then he gave them a bright smile. His blue eyes sparkled. 
Kirk hissed. 


He had made it to a bad habit to hiss at everybody or everything he didn't like - a lot - , or whatever didn't 


suit him. 
So, Lars rolled his eyes, annoyed. 


Jason's smile deepened. 
He nicely nodded at the vampire lady then he made his way across the hall over to Kirk and Lars - and the 
Count, of course, and his crabby grand-nephew Aristide. 


James followed suit, cautiously glancing at the vampires around them. They couldn't be trusted. 


He constantly thought about just turning around and running away as fast he could because of all those guys 
with the murderous fangs - and he was sure that they all wanted to have a sip of his blood - but he couldn't 
have done this to Jason. 

Jason was the vampire slayer who would have protected him, if necessary, and there was no way to make a 


fool of the vampire slayer. 


So, James had to stay. 
But he didn't like it. 


As Jason - and James - had reached the Count and his newborn son he charmingly said: "My dear young 
master - I'm SO pleased to see you here. Really. You will LOVE this event. There is no doubt about it". 


Kirk stared at him with glowing dark eyes then gave another hiss. 
"| don't like you!" 
Jason rolled his eyes, sighing. 


"Baby, would you PLEASE try to behave yourself? .. What should your noble father think of you if you don't 


stop acting like some unwashed rocker out of a jungle who got the crazy idea he would be a rock star?" 

He clicked his tongue. 

"You can't do that. Really. Also, it wouldn't let me look good, too, because | am the vampire slayer in duty who 
is responsible for your behaviour, and who has to make sure that you always will follow the Vampire's Rules - 


all day and all night, my dear Kirk .. and YOUNG MASTER". 


Kirk gave another low hiss and showed his fangs but said nothing. 
He just threw back his long dark hair and gave Jason a very sinister look. 


Lars gave a groan but patted Kirk's back to calm him down. 

In the meantime Jason had shook hands with Dracula, and then introduced James to him and Aristide. 
The master of all vampires and the slayer smiled at another. 

Lars wasn't sure at first and didn't believe it, but then he got it that Dracula and Jason seemed to feel 
something like sympathy for the other one. 


And respect. 


"My good Newsted - you look very well .. Very well indeed", Dracula said, smiling again, lips just slightly opened 


to have his fangs covered up. "| am glad you are still alive". 


"Thank you, Count. You look well, too", Jason politely answered. "And | have to thank you for the invitation to 


this event one more time. | will be pleased to give my lecture on the current vampire activity in this region’. 
"Well, | hope, your statistics won't too bad, my dear Jason", Dracula gracefully said and sighed. 


"Unfortunately, my dear Count, you won't be amused, | guess", Jason replied in a pretty snobbish tone. "Mr. 


Trujillo and | had a lot of work with the filthy rabble. These inferior undead guys seem to breed like rabbits’. 


"How embarrassing", Dracula said, elegantly raising a brow. "This cannot be tolerated". 


"| do agree, my dear Count", Jason said with a slight nod. "As a slayer | am pretty busy" 


"I'l join you to help you slaying up those fuckers’, Aristide enthusiastically threw in, smiling happily and showing 
his fangs. "This would be fun! Yeah! .. What a brilliant idea". 


Jason gave a low groan, glancing at the Count's grand-nephew who gave him another charming smile. 
The Count just rolled his eyes but said nothing. 


"Awww, Aristide .. Now, | REALLY appreciate your generous offer", Jason managed to say by sticking to his 
best manners. "But you're no vampire slayer. You are a vampire. So, you shouldn't do the job of a vampire 


slayer, my friend. It's against the rules". 
Aristide pouted and stared at Jason, his dark eyes glowing then getting furious. 


"| really don't know why you always have to pick on me, fucker", he hissed at Jason. "You don't like me because 
| have noble blood and because you are just an unwashed farm boy - a country bumpkin without the slightest 
culture. A BASS PLAYER! Hah! .. | could kill you in the blink of an eye, you filthy asshole. I'll rip your heart out, 
or I'm gonna break you neck .. After | have ripped your fucking heart out to have it as a midnight snack. How'd 


you like that?" 
Jason gave a sigh and briefly covered his eyes with his hand before looking back at Aristide. 


Then he opened his mouth to give an answer but James cut him off by roughly grabbing the level of 


Aristide's dinner jacket, staring down at the smaller vampire with icy blue eyes. 


"If you fucker think of getting away with fucking threatening my boyfriend without consequences, you fucking 
have thought wrong! .. Make an attempt to touch Jason - and your ass will be a pile of vampire's ashes, | 
swear. AFTER | have ripped out your stone cold heart! Slowly! .. l'm pretty sure your useless vampire's ass 
won't be missed. So, you better try to think BEFORE you come up with shit like this .. Understood? ... 
UNDERSTOOD?" 


Aristide glared at him wide-eyed. 


Dracula lifted the left corner of his mouth, seeming very amused, 


Lars giggled. 


James had a very domineering aura, and his tall figure with the broad shoulders clearly impressed Aristide. 


He opened his mouth and gave a croaking sound. 

"What? | can't understand you", James hissed at him and shook him. 

‘|. tm... Im sorry ... Sir", Aristide croaked again. "I just ... | just made a joke, really". 
"| don't like jokes like this", James barked at him. 


He shook him one more time and then let go the level of Aristide's dinner jacket, giving a sneer for good 


measure. 


He looked at Kirk, sneering again. "And this fucker is your newest.. well, nephew now, Kirk? What a shame!" 


Lars happily grinned as they took their seats in the first row of the congress hall. 
"Very well done, James", he whispered to James who sat beside him. 


Then he elbowed Kirk on his other side. 


"Well, dear uncle Kirk - you better beat some manners into your noble nephew". 
"Asshole!" Kirk hissed. 
Lars clicked his tongue. 


"Don't you PLEASE use an ugly word like this one, my dear young master. What should your nephew think 
about YOUR manners? His manners are bad enough. So, PLEASE, behave yourself. Don't you disgrace me". 


Kirk looked like wanting to explode every second now. 
"Oh, and would you be so nice to stop eating now", Lars casually added, looking at the napkin in Kirk's left hand. 


Kirk had stolen some of the homemade and delicious pralines with jelly blood filling, delivered by Mrs. 
Abercrombie, from the vampire's buffet before they had entered the hall, and they were piled on the napkin 


He already had stuffed three pralines into his mouth, so he wasn't able to give the sharp answer he wanted to 
give. 

But he shot a furious glare at Lars. 

Then he swallowed the pralines in his mouth and gave a sneer before he stuffed the other eight pralines inside 


his mouth, chewing noisily. 


‘Oh, my god", Lars said and dramatically groaned. "This is DISGUSTING!" 


James sadistically grinned but didn't say anything. 


The band members - and the Metallica crew - had got used to Kirk being a vampire in the interim. 
Rob always had an eye on him, making sure that the diva had no chance to hurt or bite other people, 
especially the HQ personnel. 


Kirk endlessly complained about the fact that he had lost his mirror image, but, fortunately, there was no 
problem to get him on photos and the movie cameras. 
This had relieved his band-mates because the band always had a lot of cameras on stage. It would have been 


a big problem if Kirk would have been invisible for the cameras, too. 


At the beginning of their rehearsals Kirk had shredded his guitars in pretty supernatural tempo without having 
a clue why Rob, James and Lars played so UNBELIEVABLE SLOW, and why they used to stop playing after 30 
or 40 seconds, glancing at him pretty annoyed, while he gave his best. 


So, James had to force him to play with a metronome - or two - ticking in front of him because Kirk used to 


ignore the drum rhythm and the bass. 


Now, while the chair vampires of San Francisco and Count Dracula entered the podium, a woman's sharp voice 


was to be heard in the row behind the band mates and Jason. 


"And don't you forget that the lawn HAS to be mowed. SOON!" the woman hissed at the vampire beside her. 
"Haven't you noticed how high the grass got grown? What should the neighbours think about us? ... I've asked 


you to mow the lawn over and over again!" 


"But, darling", the male vampire replied in a very passive and low tone. "Once again: I'm a vampire. The sun 


would burn me to ashes if | would try to mow the lawn. | can't do it, please believe me. There's no way .." 


"Do it at night when it's dark’, his wife hissed back "I'm SO disappointed. And | don't wanna hear your excuses 


any longer". 
y long 


"Darling, PLEASE", the vampire moaned. "I can't mow the lawn at night. The neighbours would call the cops 


because of the noise". 


"Hah! | don't believe you. | guess, you are cheating on me, and this is why you aren't interested in our beautiful 
home any longer .. | should have known it. Yes, you are cheating on me. Who is the slut? ... Its Mrs. Lorne, 


right? You used to stare at her tits and her fat ass while you were still alive .. | SHOULD have known it!" 
"Darling, PLEASE .." 


"SHUT UP!" 


James and Lars nearly choked from trying to suppress their giggles and laughter. Lars bit in his fist, and 
James pressed his hand over his mouth, faces flushed in red in the meantime. 


Jason just smiled, patting James’ thigh to calm him down. 
Kirk sat beside Lars like a frozen vampire's statue, staring straight ahead to let everybody know that he was 


VERY DISAPPOINTED and didn't wish to have anything to do with these disgusting still-living guys. 

At this moment Count Dracula, who stood behind the speaker's desk, cut off every talking and giggling, or any 
other sound in the hall with an imperious gesture of his right arm, while the hypnotising glance of his dark 
eyes forced the auditorium to look at him, bug-eyed. 


He lightly smiled. 


"Thank you, ladies and gentlemen. Time is marching on, and we shouldn't wait until the next sunset will come up 


~ So, | declare open the Congress of the Noble Vampires of San Francisco". 


